
^ 7th^ar2018 




YOU COM 






Now Available In 



Hindi / English 


NOW WE ACCEPT 

RuPayi^ VISA 















Mot For 

The best thing about being in I 
a successful monogamous I re¬ 
lationship is that everything is 
I permitted. That's right. Every¬ 
thing is acceptable, and you can 
go truly wild! 

The trust and friendship that 
grows from romance over time 
allows two people to confess and 
explore their deepest and darkest 
sexual fantasies. 

Maybe when you were a kid, you 
had a sweet, busty, brunette kin¬ 
dergarten teacher who had a pen¬ 
chant for wearing cowboy boots. 
Would it be out of the question, 
then, to buy your dark-haired 
wife a pair of Tony Lamas? Of 
course not! It's sexy, thoughtful, 
and just plain hot. 

When you have sex with only 
one person, you develop a play¬ 
ful, familiar banter between the 
two of you. Say you're watching I 
Dream of Jeannie reruns on Nick 
at Nite and then, reenacting them 
later, your lady gets on her knees 
and says, "Yes, Master. Your wish 
is my command." You both laugh 
and continue, completely turned 
on and ready to have great sex. 

That's what roleplay is: The sex¬ 
ual playfulness of two adults 
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taking something that may start 
as a running joke one step fur¬ 
ther, then another, and another. 
There's no need to feel as if you're 
stuck with the same person every 
day; none of us is the same per¬ 
son every day —we change with 
our moods, and so can your sex. 


Guys: Some days you feel con¬ 
fidence coursing through your 
veins, and you want to take that 
assertive energy somewhere. 


So why not be the commanding, 
scolding, and masculine head¬ 
master to your girl's kittenish, 
teasingly naughty schoolgirl? 

Or, ladies: When you feel like 
getting dressed up in your sex¬ 
iest clothes —with high heels, 
fishnets, and a lacy G-string un¬ 
derneath—wouldn't it be fun to 
meet your man at a bar neither of 
you has ever been to, pretend to 
not know each other, and have a 
dirty, sleazy flirtation that ends 
with your man bending you over 
the sink in the bar's bathroom? 

Or why not tell him it's going to^2C 
cost him $100 for oral and 
for the works? 

W 

Sometimes a lady wants t^o be 
treated like a whore; imagine 
how much fun it would be to pre- 




tend to be one. 


end to 
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Being Imaginative 
Doesn’t Cost Althing 

A lot of people assume roleplay 
means having to go to a costume 
shop to pick out a gladiator cos¬ 
tume, or going to a uniform shop 
to find nurses' scrubs. That alone 
could make the whole thing seem 
silly, not to mention a royal pain 
in the ass and a needless expense. 
Roleplay, above all, is about your 
imagination and the situations 
you can create — proving, once 
again, that the brain is indeed 
the sexiest organ. You don't have 
to comb your closet looking for 
your old Catholic-school uni¬ 
form and pray that it still fits. It's 
about communication more than 
anything else. 

Sometimes, while I'm in bed 
with a lover, we'll suddenly start 
talking to each other while hav¬ 
ing sex or just touching. "What's 
your favorite fantasy?" I've been 
asked, while my mouth has been 
too busy to answer back —and I 
know that's a cue to use my hand 
instead, and tell a tale. It's real¬ 
ly sexy to do this while you're 
both comfortably lying together, 
touching and talking in whispers, 
because talking low can make ev¬ 
erything sound extra dirty and 
devilish. 

Maybe I'll start by saying, "I'm 15 
years old, and you're the hot di- 


vorced guy who lives next door. I 
enjoy spending my free time teas¬ 
ing you by sunning myself in the 
backyard in my skimpy bathing 
suit while you're digging weeds 
and working up a sweat watch¬ 
ing me rub sunscreen all over 
myself." 


Sometimes I'll tell the tale all by 
myself, but other times my lover 
will collaborate with me. He will 
continue by saying, "Yes, you're 
a horny teenager who can't get 
enough, and you've been teasing 
me by showing off your hot body 
and giving me those sexy looks. 
You invite me over when your 
parents are away, and I fuck you 
in your bedroom over and over. 


You're such a horny, dirty little 
girl." Then I continue where he 
leaves off: "Tm a little scared of 
you because you're such a big, 
manly, older guy, and you've got 
a huge cock, but I'm so horny and 
hot for you I can't help myself. I 
brace myself when you take me 
on my twin bed." And so, on and 
so forth. Then the talking sub¬ 
sides and we have hard, thrusting ^ 
sex for a while, until I suddenlyr^^ 
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say, "I really wish you were my 
neighbor... " BAM! It's explosive 
orgasms for both of us. When 
you're role-playing, bringing a 
little real emotion into the fan¬ 
tasy can do delicious things for 
both the brain and the body! 

The Pickup 

As you know, plenty of mod- 
erate-to- expensive hotels have 
bars inside that you can patron¬ 
ize without being a guest. Make 
a date with your partner to meet 
at the bar, preferably at a time 
when it won't be crowded so you 
can be sure there will be an emp¬ 
ty chair next to you. 

I'd suggest meeting either be¬ 
fore or after happy hour, which 
is usually between 5 p.m. and 7 
p.m. Decide which of you wants 
to approach the other, because 
it can work either way. Maybe 
whoever gets there first gets hit 
on. 


Call-Girl Banter 

You see her sitting there nursing 
a cocktail; she has been alone for 
a while, and you've been watch¬ 
ing her. She's lovely in a sexy but 
understated dress and heels, her 
hair done up, her makeup and 
nails perfect —but there's some¬ 
thing off about her. It's as if she's 
waiting for someone, but wait¬ 


ing for no one in particular — 
and that's where you fit in: She 
is waiting for someone to buy 
her company, and you're just the 
guy to do it, because you're con¬ 
fident, you're horny, and you've 
got the cash and a sense of ad¬ 
venture. 


Slide onto the stool next to her, 
and order yourself a drink, add¬ 
ing, "And get another of what¬ 
ever the pretty lady is having." 
She turns to you with a smile 
and says, "Why, thank you, kind 
stranger." You get your drinks, 
you clink glasses, take your re¬ 
spective sips, and you tell her 
your name is John. She responds 
that her name is Lola. "I was just 
wondering, Lola, why a beau¬ 
tiful woman such as yourself 
would be sitting in a hotel bar all 
alone?" you ask her. 


She tosses her hair, laughs, and 
says, "But, John, I'm not alone 
right now, am I? I was waiting for 
a handsome stranger looking for 
some fun, and now I'm wonder¬ 
ing if I've found him." She plays 
footsie with you as she says this, 
and it instantly arouses you. i 


Making the 




You've been flirting for a bit, 
making a lot of double enten¬ 
dres, looking into each other's 
eyes, and playing with your 
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swizzle sticks. You get it, and 
Lola gets it, too. It's time to make 
the move: "So, what would it 
take for a beautiful woman like 
you to come up to my room and 
spend a little private time with a 
stranger from out of town?" 


You can't wait to see what she's 
got under that dress. You take out 
your wallet and pay right away. 
She puts the money in her ele¬ 
gant purse, sets the purse down 
on the coffee table, and resumes, 
rubbing herself against you. 


Lola gives you a sexy smirk and 
says, "Well, that all depends on 
what the sexy stranger wants 
and for how long." She puts her 
hand on your thigh as she says 
this, and rubs, going higher and 
higher, as you sit dangerously 
close to one another. 

You lean over and say into her 
hair, "I want everything, and 
I want it all night long, baby." 
Lola nods and says, "That will 
be $400 for the best night of your 
life." You agree, pay the tab, and 
take her upstairs. If you elect 
not to get a room, you drive her 
home, or she follows you in her 
own car. 

The Action 

When you get to the hotel room 
or your home, get business out 
of the way first. "John, so we can 
relax and enjoy our night, why 
don't we settle up first," Lola 
says, putting her arms around 
your shoulders and rubbing the 
back of your neck. It feels so 
good, and you can't wait to get 
your hands on this sexy whore. 


"Are you ready for me now, 
John?" she asks. You have your 
hands on her ass, and you rub its 
beautiful, voluptuous roundness 
and ask if you can kiss her. She 
answers by kissing you, darting 
her tongue into your mouth, and 
you respond by pulling up her 
dress and feeling her soft silk 
panties and garter belt. 


Lola is sexy and worth every pen¬ 
ny. You thrust your hand down 
the front of her panties and fin¬ 
ger her moist pussy. "You're a 
wet, sexy whore," you tell Lola. 
"Do you get wet like this for all 
your clients?" She, in turn, rubs 
the crotch of your trousers, out¬ 
lining your bulge. "Only the re¬ 
ally hot, manly ones like you. I 
hit the jackpot tonight, baby, and 
you've hit the jackpot, too, be¬ 
cause I'm the best there is." 



You release her, sit on the co 
and tell her, "Show me." 
slowly strips down to her bra, 
panties, garter belt, and high 
heels and goes over to you on the 
couch, straddles you, and mur- 
mursfvthat she is bought and paid 






nursfvtn 
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for the entire evening —and it's 
anything you want, anything at 
all. 


THE SECRETARY AND 
THE BOSS 

They don't call them secretaries 
anymore —or not much, anyway. 
People are now "administrative 
assistants," and there's even a 
designated "administrative pro¬ 
fessionals" day. 

For this scenario, though, let's 
recall a time gone by, when sec¬ 
retaries would do anything their 
bosses needed of them —and 
like it. In my opinion, every day 
should be secretaries' day in the 
bedroom. 

What man hasn't fantasized 
about having a sexy secretary 
just a four-digit phone extension 
away, ready to jump into action 
for him? Feeling like a power¬ 
ful man who is in the position 
of scolding a woman when she 
makes a mistake without having 
to apologize is very sexy, isn't 
it? Your secretary needs you for 
guidance; she looks up to you, 
admires you. 

Your secretary is a young, single 
woman trying to make her way 
in the world, and sometimes you 
have to be a little firm with her. 


What the Secretary Should 
Wear 


I find dressing as a traditional 
fifties or sixties secretary to be 
a lot of fun. It's very easy to get 
into character wearing a twinset 
with sexy underwear, a garter 
belt, and some silk hose with the 
seam running up the back. 

The shoes are extremely import¬ 
ant; they have to be high heels, 
either pumps or stilettos. Yes, 
these are the kind of shoes that 
might cause her pain, so she 
should practice walking around 
the house in them before using 
them for play. Luckily, she won't 
really be walking much! Black 
shiny high heels, spike heels, or 
stilettos — now those are for play¬ 
ing. It's a part of the fantasy she 
can't skimp on, so by all means 
encourage her to go shoe shop¬ 
ping if she doesn't have these. 

I would go to an adult lingerie 
store, which will have plenty 
to choose from, and their sales¬ 
women will be very helpful in 
assisting her. 


What the Boss Should 
Wear 




Obviously, a good suit is the 
proper attire, and I have to as¬ 
sume that most men have at 
least one ki their closet. Alter¬ 
nately, nice separates —a 
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sport coat and slacks —with a tie 
would work. Wear dress shoes, 
shiny black ones if possible. You 
should look neat and almost se¬ 
vere. 

Use product in your hair and 
comb it back, or part it on the 
side. You want to look like a 
real businessman, someone who 
walks down the street and com¬ 
mands respect. The suit makes 
the man, and in this case nothing 
could be more important. In fact, 
I would almost go to the extreme 
and wear suspenders under your 
jacket, if you have them. 

The whole look should feel most 
villainous, a little cold and quite 
authoritative. If you don't have 
a suit, you can buy a decently 
priced one for $300 at most big 
department stores, and a nice pair 
of shoes for $100. As far as the 
kink factor goes, I wouldn't wear 
any underwear, as there's some¬ 
thing deliciously perverse about 
a handsome man in a suit pull¬ 
ing out his cock with the greatest 
of ease. He might look conserva¬ 
tive, but the boss is a pervert, and 
he wants easy access to his dick, 
for himself and for his secretary. 

The Office 

To set the scene, you can use your 
office at home —and when I say 
"office," I mean the room where 



your computer is, wherever you 
pay your bills and whatnot. All 
you really need is a desk and a 
chair. Of course, we have all fan¬ 
tasized about having sex in the 
office. I definitely have. And if 
it's possible and you know you 
won't get into any trouble, or if 
you have keys and a building pass 
for weekends and after-hours, I 
say go for it. But playing at home 
is just as fun, not to mention less 
stressful and more convenient. 

The Pickup 

You are a little irritated with your 
secretary for taking an extra-long 
lunch hour, and you need to dis¬ 
cipline her, or at least make her 
work for that hour of your time 
she just threw away. A blowjob is 
the perfect punishment. 

Call her into your office and tell 
her what the penalty is: wet, 
deep-throat action. Have her 
come behind your desk and kneel 
in front of you. Don't thrust your 
cock into her mouth all at once, 
because she will gag and acci- 
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dentally give you some teeth. Put 
it in slowly, and hold it there. Go 
in a little further, and a little fur¬ 
ther, and tell her to take it all in, to 
take every inch of you. Then pull 
it out slowly, but not all the way 
out. Keep repeating this until her 
muscles relax and she gets used 
to it, and then go a little faster, 
and faster still. 

Get her into your rhythm un¬ 
til you are literally fucking her 
face, and tell her, "Tm fucking 
your face and your mouth. Miss 
Tennenbaum. Tm putting those 
big red lips to good use. Do you 
like having your boss's cock for 
lunch? Do you love your boss's 
cock?" If you want to hear a re¬ 
ply, slowly pull it out and have 
her look up at you; if she 
doesn't reply, squeeze her face 
and command her to. She will 
say, "Yes, I really love my boss's 
cock. I'm so hungry for your cock 
all the time. I love my boss." You 
stroke her hair tenderly, then put 
your hard-on back in her mouth 
and continue until you decide it's 
time for Miss Tennenbaum to do 
something else for you. 

Following the Boss’s 
Orders 

Expose your secretary, make her 
feel like your little plaything, 
your doll, your property. You 
pay her; she is yours, and you can 


do whatever you want with her. 
Go back to your desk, sit down, 
and ask her to stand in front of 
the desk. 


Ask her to slowly unbutton her 
blouse and take it off for you, 
and place it neatly on the chair. 
Admire her lovely, lacy bra; real¬ 
ly leer at her as if it's your right. 
Then ask her to slowly take off 
her skirt and neatly place it on 
the chair. She is wearing a match¬ 
ing lace G-string, and a garter 
belt holds up her stockings. You 
approve, and you'll show it, but 
first she must slowly turn around 
so you can get a good look at her 
fine ass in that G-string. 

"Very nice. Miss Tennenbaum. 

Very nice. I like your choice in un- 
men“'tionables. Now bend over 
fora moment, and touch your 
toes." As she touches the tips 
of her shiny black high-heeled 
shoes, you admire her ass even 
more. You're getting very excit¬ 
ed again. You tell her to stand 
up and come over to you. "Walk 
slowly," you instruct her. She 
does, and you turn your chaiij| 
around to face her. You reac 
to stroke her all over, with 
hands: her belly, her waist, her 
hips, her breasts, her legs, her 
ass.... $he shudders with plea¬ 
sure all over, loving the feeling of 
being your object of desire. $he's 



both 
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getting wetter, she wants you to 
go further, she wants her boss to 
do her, and fast. 

THE MAID AND THE 
EMPLOYER 

There isn't a man or woman 
alive who doesn't enjoy a sexy 
French maid's outfit. It's so pop¬ 
ular, I daresay it trumps even the 
schoolgirl getup in the object-of- 
lust category. 

A woman loves wearing it, and a 
man loves molesting the woman 
who's wearing it. This is no inno¬ 
cent child; this is a woman, a sexy, 
curvaceous woman who wears a 
racy, short black dress that flares 
out at the bottom, and when she 
bends down to scrub the floors, 
you can see her panties. 

She's got a cute little apron and 
a sweet little hat, but that doesn't 
mean she's a pushover; she's the 
most powerful 

servant there is because her sexu¬ 
ality is so strong and admittedly 
obvious. The great thing about the 
French maid fantasy is that when 
the boss's wife is away and these 
two play, she can turn the tables 
and tell this man exactly what to 
do. The maid employer fantasy is 
versatile, and partners can easily 
switch their roles from dominant 
to submissive. 



What the Employer Should 
Wear 

A lot of well-to-do men these days 
don't walk around wearing three- 
piece suits. Some of them wear 
jeans and sneakers. You have to 
decide who you want to be and 
how much authority you want to 
project. If you're a rock star com¬ 
ing back from a recording session 
only to find your luscious worker 
tidying up, then, yes, wear jeans 
and a T-shirt, or even 

leather pants. If you're an invest¬ 
ment banker and you're on your 
way to an important meeting, 
then a suit would be appropriate. 
The employer might becoming 
home early from a Saturday after¬ 
noon round of golf at the country 
club, wearing sport clothes. The 
scenarios are endless. 

The Pickup 

You come home in the middle 
of the workday to pick up some 
papers from the home office. No¬ 
body is home except your beau¬ 
tiful maid, who is in the living w 
room dusting with the TV 

GUARANTEED TO 
MAKE YOUR 
JUICES FLOW ON 

KAMASENSATIONS.COM 


18 



half-watching soap operas. She 
is wearing her short little maid 
dress, fishnets, and a garter belt 
with high, sexy black heels. Her 
hair is up and away from her face 
in the front and cascading down 
the back, from under her frilly 
little maid's cap. She doesn't see 
you as she stoops over the coffee 
table, lazily dusting while watch¬ 
ing soap operas. 

You watch her, half in admiration 
of her fine figure and beauty, and 
half in annoyance because she is 
not paying proper attention to the 
task at hand. You sneak up behind 
her and grab her by the hips. "Is 
this TV show of more interest to 
you than your job?" you say. She 
jumps to attention but cannot get 
out of your grasp. 

"What are you doing home? Is 
something wrong?" she asks, try¬ 
ing to wriggle her cute body away 
from you. You put your hands 
under her little dress and start ca¬ 
ressing her ass. "I had to pick up 
some papers. You've got a beau¬ 
tiful ass, you know —it's a very 
lazy ass, but a beautiful one. I've 
been watching you ever since my 
wife hired you, and I've wanted 
to get my hands on this beautiful 
round ass of yours." 

"Thankyou. I'm glad you find my 
ass so appealing." She shudders 
at the touch of your wandering 


hands, which are now going be¬ 
tween her legs and tickling her 
lightly. "Now, how about we both 
start getting our hands dirty?" 

She lifts up her uniform and shows 
you what she is wearing under¬ 
neath: a sexy garter belt and little 
lace panties. How you decide to 
proceed is completely up to you. 

Alternative Scenarios 


While your wife is away on busi¬ 
ness, the maid stops over to do 
a quick dusting and accidental¬ 
ly stumbles upon you pleasuring 
yourself in the basement. 

She tries to sneak away, but you 
catch sight of her and turn her 
drop-in into a full-service ap¬ 
pointment. 


Or, try my personal favorite: 
While your maid is on her hands 
and knees scrubbing your floors, 
enjoy the view of her fine ass and 
body moving back and forth while 
she's making your house nice 
and clean —then sneak up on her 
from behind and make her totally 
filthy. As always, it's up to yoiy 
and your imagination and 
turns both of you on. Y p^i^q Vt 




have to have a real buck« 
and a sponge, but wh 3 ^n 6 t?' 
ism helps create a good, exciting 
fantasy, and you'll end up with a 
clean Jcitcflien floor to boot. 













Broken 


Today's the day I'll break my 
nasty little habit once and for all. 
That's what I tell myself as I 
shuffle onto the London-bound 
plane with the other Premiere 
Executives. I'm the only woman 
in the bunch, which isn't unusu¬ 
al. Before I decided to change my 
ways, the closeness of so many 
anonymous male bodies was the 
first thing to get me in the mood 
for later misbehavior. Td imag¬ 
ine them gathered around me 
as I pleasured myself, cocks in 
hand, ready to shoot their loads 
all over me until every inch of 
my flesh glistened like a freshly 
glazed doughnut. 

Today, however, I resolutely 
wipe such thoughts from my 
mind as I hurry through the busi¬ 
ness-class cabin —no upgrade 
this time, alas —and silently re¬ 
peat my vow. 

I will not masturbate under the 
blanket on this flight. 

I murmur it, under my breath, as 
I slip my suitcase into the over¬ 
head bin. 

I will not masturbate under the 
blanket on this flight. 

Pulling my book from my shoul¬ 
der bag, I settle into seat 33B. I 
specifically requested a center 


seat rather than my usual win¬ 
dow. Breaking bad habits always 
requires a certain amount of dis¬ 
comfort, and it will be that much 
harder to jam my hand down my 
pants with a vigilant stranger on 
either side. 

I pick up the plastic-wrapped 
blanket from my chair and push 
it under the seat in front of me, 
out of temptation's way. It'll 
make for a chilly night, but I can 
hardly masturbate if I have no 
blanket, can I? 

"Excuse me." 

It's a male voice, obviously the 
occupant of 33A. I rise and step 
into the aisle to let him pass. He 
gives me a pleasant "thank you," 
but I continue to ignore him, ex¬ 
cept to notice that he's tall and 
sturdy, which means he'll proba¬ 
bly hog the armrest. 

My new row mate makes all the 
requisite motions of buckling 
his seat belt, while I try my best 
to focus on my book. I can feel 
him glancing over at me, though)! 
and it's all I can do not to roll 
my eyes. One vow I've had no 
trouble keeping is to reject over¬ 
tures from chatty neighbors on 
long flights, especially men. I do 
enough coddling of male egos in 
my work. I've recently been pro- 
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moted to VP of marketing. North 
America, fora power-tool com¬ 
pany, and my coworkers and 
customers are virtually all men. 
At times I need a break from the 
cordless-screwdriver crowd. 


I narrow my eyes. "What other 
authors do you like?" 

"Let's see, John Irving. T. C. 
Boyle. Vonnegut. Sometimes I 
venture into Don DeLillo." 


My neighbor clears his throat 
softly, but with obvious intent. 
He's certainly persistent. In spite 
of myself, I glance over, not at 
his face, but at his hands resting 
in his lap. 

I do a double take. He's holding 
the very same book I have: the 
new paperback edition of The 
View From Castle Rock. A guy 
reading Alice Munro? 

"It looks like we have something 
in common," he says. 

I smile. "I didn't know men were 
allowed to read fiction by high¬ 
brow female Canadian authors." 
"Oh, I'm not reading it. I just 
bought it for the pictures." 

For the first time I really look 
at him: dark hair, warm brown 
eyes, and a smile to melt a gla¬ 
cier. He's not bad. Not bad at all. 
"How'd you get turned on to 
Alice?" I'm actually curious to 
know the answer. 

"I like her stories in The New 
Yorker and thought I'd checkout 
her latest book. It's very good." 


"That's good. Those are all Y- 
chromosome writers. I was 
thinking you might be a dyke un¬ 
dergoing testosterone therapy in 
preparation for the Operation." 
He lifts his eyebrows. "I guess I'll 
take that as a compliment." 


We laugh. 


By the time they bring around 
dinner we're still talking. Paul 
tells me he's a project manag¬ 
er for an open- source database 
company and travels a lot, like 
me. We have other things in com¬ 
mon, too: crazy bosses, sisters 
who just had surprisingly cute 
kids. He runs 5K races and so do 
I. Strangest of all, we both just 
discovered a slow- food bistro in 
Noe Valley that serves "priest's 
collar" pasta. Paul confesses that 
his Catholic childhood adds a 
certain kinky enjoyment to the 
dish. d 


I agree and tell him ah^L my 
great- aunt. Sister Loy^g&J^ 

"Maybe we're twinsNeparated at 
birth?" I havefi'i^t^ had anything 
to drink, but by movie time, Tm 
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feeling tipsy. 

"Don't take this the wrong way," 
Paul replies, "but I hope we're 
not." 

His eyes flicker. Okay, so he 
wants to drill me with his power 
tool like all the rest. I have en¬ 
joyed the flirting, but sense it's 
best to cool things down before 
he makes any further moves. 
Letting guys pick me up on air¬ 
planes is a habit I gave up for 
good several years back. 

"Well, Paul, it's been fun, but I'd 
better get some sleep now or I'll 
never get over jet lag." 



der his sleep mask. 

I close my eyes. The dreams that 
await me are definitely not sweet. 
So, what'll it be? Masturbate now 
and get it over with, or futilely 
resist the inevitable for another 
half an hour and then do it? 

I squeeze my eyes tighter. I made 
a vow. I'm too old for this. I'm 
a responsible executive. Playing 
with myself in public is a nasty 
habit and I have to stop. 

Come on, you know that cute 
guy got you so worked up, you 
won't get a wink of sleep if you 
don't diddle yourself. 


"Of course, I should get some 
sleep, too." He reaches under the 
seat in front of him. "Hey, I seem 
to have an extra blanket —would 
you like one?" 

My stomach tightens. 

I will not masturbate under the 
blanket on this flight. 

Still, it would look strange to re¬ 
fuse his offer, so I take the blan¬ 
ket and tuck it under my arms, 
leaving my hands exposed and 
out of mischief. To Paul's "sweet 
dreams," I smile politely and turn 
my head toward the neighbor on 
my right, a silver-haired gentle¬ 
man who's already snoozing un¬ 


I curl my hands into chaste fists. 


I have to think of something — 
anything —besides sex. What 
about Alice Munro? A great writ¬ 
er, so controlled in her prose. 
She'd never masturbate on an 
airplane. Then again, her stories 
are always full of sexual yearn¬ 
ing. I flash on a scene in her latest 
work about a young man who's 
troubled by the urge to stroke 
the velvety skin of his sister-in-# 
law's birthmark. It was sligli^^ 
perverse, but the idea made 
me a little warm and^'^klJS^y in- 

Now I'm very warm and tingly. 
In desperation, I turn back to- 


side. 
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With careful nonchalance, I slide 
my hands under the blanket. 



ward Paul, hoping some pleas¬ 
ant conversation might rescue 
me from my own troubling urg¬ 
es. Unfortunately, he's already 
asleep, his chest rising and fall¬ 
ing rhythmically, his lips slightly 
parted. I study his face, the thick 
eyelashes and kissable mouth. 
His hand is even more appeal¬ 
ing—he is indeed hogging the 
armrest —with long, sturdy fin¬ 
gers and a tracery of veins on the 
back that reminds me of a hard 
cock. My left arm prickles from 
the warmth of his body. We're 
close enough that we could be in 
bed together, dozing after a sat¬ 
isfying fuck. 

I sigh and turn away. I fly often 
enough for business that it should 
be a bore, but airplane travel still 
arouses me in some primal way. 
The moment I arrive at an airport 
and get that first whiff of jet fuel 
on the breeze, my blood starts 
to race with the promise of ad¬ 
venture and escape. That pulse 
still throbs now, down there, be¬ 
tween my legs. 

My fingers twitch. The throbbing 
quickens, fueled by the drone of 
the jet's engines. 

All right, there's no use fighting 
it. 

I am going to masturbate under 
the blanket on this flight. 
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Over the years, my nasty little 
habit has evolved into a system 
to bring myself off with a min¬ 
imal chance of exposure. I close 
my eyes and fantasize like hell 
while I squeeze my secret mus¬ 
cles, sometimes lingeringly slow, 
sometimes as quick as humming¬ 
bird wings until I get myself so 
hot it takes just a minute or two 
of direct stimulation to come. 
Then I lift my hands slightly and 
clasp my right wrist with my left 
hand, forming a tent that lets my 
pussy finger wiggle away unseen 
until I achieve the desired result. 
After that comes the extra bonus: 
sweet, untroubled sleep straight 
till breakfast. 


I don't need to search far for my 
fantasy today. My lewd mind 
steals Paul's large, tanned hand 
and copies it threefold: one for 
each breast, the third to rest over 
my mons like some avant-gar¬ 
de artist's vision of a fleshly bi¬ 
kini. On cue, the hands cupping 
my breasts begin to pleasure me, 
expertly tweaking and palm-^ 
ing my nipples, which really^^ 
stiffen and rise under my shirt. 
Down below, the middle finger 
of Paul's extra hand slithers into 
my cleft to tease my clit with a 
soft, circling motion. 






Meanwhile, I work my cunt mus¬ 
cles—squeeze, release, squeeze, 
release — until Fm almost squirm¬ 
ing in my seat. Before long, it's 
time to ease my hand under the 
elastic of my yoga pants and fin¬ 
ish up the job. 

As a final precaution, I take a 
quick peek at the old guy, who's 
snoring softly. Stealthily, I roll 
my head to check on my second 
companion. 

Only to find myself staring 
straight into Paul's lovely —and 
wide-awake- brown eyes. 

I freeze. 

He smiles, with just a hint of mis¬ 
chief, and bends close to whisper, 
"I'd like to help, if I can." 

I wince, as if someone's poured 
a glass of ice water between my 
legs. 

Of course, the only proper re¬ 
ply is a huffy "Whatever do you 
mean, sir?" But as he continues 
to gaze at me with that knowing 
look, the chill in my secret place 
melts back into a pulsing warmth. 
Paul's obviously guessed what 
I'm up to. And since I so brazenly 
borrowed his fantasy hands for 
my pleasure, why not see what 
the real one can do for me? 


I nod, just once, but Paul needs 
no further encouragement. With 
admirable smoothness, he rais¬ 
es the armrest between us and 
slides his hand under my blan¬ 
ket. Flashing me one last bad-boy 
grin, he closes his eyes to assume 
a mask of innocent slumber. Ex¬ 
cept, under the blanket, his hand 
is massaging my leg in a most in¬ 
decent way. 


Instinctively, my knees ease open. 
His fingers wander higher, to 
the crease of my thigh, which he 
strokes lightly through my pants. 
I grit my teeth. The hot, tickling 
sensation radiates through my 
vulva and my cunt muscles con¬ 
tract deliciously. 


The fingers shift to the right, 
circling my mons with a steady 
pressure. I rock my hips discreet¬ 
ly up into his hand. It's so for¬ 
bidden and exciting, I probably 
could come this way, but sudden¬ 
ly I crave his touch on my naked 
flesh. I ease down my waistband 
and Paul takes his cue to burrow 
inside. His middle finger imme¬ 
diately finds my clit, which prob¬ 
ably isn't too difficult, given how 
hard and swollen it gets when 
I'm this turned on. 


He begins to strurn. 






Each stroke of his finger sends 
sparks sizzling through my 
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pussy. My cheeks burn and Fm 
trying so hard not to moan, my 
ribs ache. I squeeze PauFs wrist 
to steady myself but— devilish¬ 
ly—he only quickens the pace. 
There's no turning back now, be¬ 
cause Fm a slave to that jiggling 
finger. Fm a horny slut who wants 
it so bad, she'll let a stranger fin¬ 
ger her twat on an airplane, yes, 
she'll let him rub her wet, swol¬ 
len pussy until she comes, which 
is just what Fm doing right now, 
yes, Fm coming all over PauFs 
hand. I grit my teeth to hold back 
the scream rising from my belly, 
ricocheting through my body, as 
my ass jerks rhythmically into 
the cushion. 

When I open my eyes, PauFs 
watch“'ing me, a faint smile play¬ 
ing at his lips. 

I smile back. "Thanks." 

"My pleasure." 

He squeezes my hand sweetly be¬ 
fore he retreats to his own blan¬ 
ket, and Fm considering ways I 
can return the favor when sud¬ 
denly he stands. "Excuse me. I'll 
be right back." 

I blink in confusion. Where's he 
going? To take a leak at a time 
like this? But Fm too befuddled 
by that rocketing orgasm to think 
clearly, and before I know it, 
PauFs back beside me, giving my 


hand another squeeze. "And now 
I have to thank you." 

"For what? I didn't get a chance 
to do anything." 

"Believe me, you did. I think we're 
both going to sleep well now." 
That's when I finally get it. Paul 
and I might not know each other 
well, but he's clearly on intimate 
terms with my nasty little habit. 
We now have something else in 
common. 

Breakfast could have been 
strained, but we're too busy 
talking for any awkward mo¬ 
ments. Paul seems genuinely sor¬ 
ry Fm flying on to Frankfurt, and 
when they announce our descent 
into Heathrow, he pulls out a 
business card and writes a num¬ 
ber on the back. "This is my per¬ 
sonal cell number. I'll be back in 
San Francisco on the 12th and I 
hope you'll consider giving me a 
call." 

I slip the card in my purse with 
a noncommittal smile, but after 
he's gone I quickly take it out 
again and hold it up to my nosa 
to see if I can catch the lingering 
scent of his hand on the paper. 

Yes, it's my rule not to sleep with 
men I meet on airplanes, but I 
might make an exception for Paul. 
After^ll, he helped me keep my 



vow not to masturbate 
under the blanket — 
and every manager 
knows that delegat¬ 
ing a task is not the 
same as doing it your¬ 
self. Besides, thanks to 
him. I've learned an¬ 
other valuable lesson. 
Sometimes breaking " 
a nasty habit can be 
very nice indeed. *1 

■f '■ 
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MR. SOFTER 

My penis is getting me 
really hummed out No 
matter what I do and 
what drug! take, I just 
cannot achieve a firm 
hard-on. Am I getting 
old? (I just turned 45 f 
How can i whip my dick 
into shape? 

Many men feel your pain. 
Indeed, 10 to 15 percent of 
men your age expe-irience 
some degree of erectile dys¬ 
function (ED). Although age 
alone doesn’t cause ED, it is 
definitely a factor. Hormone 
levels change dras-itically at 
around 40 years of age, and 
declining testosterone can be 
responsible for diminishing 
erections. Another big cause 
of erectile issues is vascular or 
heart problems. 

An erection is all about blood 


flow, so if your vessels are 
blocked you won’t get enough 
blood to fully engorge your 
penis. In fact, ED is often an 
early warning sign—men 
with ED are 80 percent more 
likely to suffer a heart attack 
or stroke. Diabetes is anoth¬ 
er big culprit, as it can dam¬ 
age the blood vessels. Other 
medical conditions, such as 
a pituitary disorder or liver 
damage, can also affect erec¬ 
tile functioning. 


Get a complete medical check¬ 
up to see if any of these con¬ 
ditions underlie your penile 
problems, and make sure that 
any medications prescribed 
to correct your medical con¬ 
dition don’t further aggravate 
your ED. About 25 percent of 
ED cases are caused by drugs 
such as antidepressants andC 
medications for hair los |g^ ^ 



Stress can also be^N^r^tion 
downer, as the cortisol re¬ 
leased by our bodies during 
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stress lowers testos-iterone. 
Changing your lifestyle, such 
as cutting down on drinking 
and smoking, will also do 
wonders for your weenie. 


Hitting the gym is one of the 
best ways to improve your 
erectile function, as working 
out boosts your testosterone 
level, improves your vascular 
and cardiac health, and re¬ 
duces stress—not to mention 
the exposure you get to lots of 
fit eye candy, which is in itself 
a great penile motivator. 
Finally, consider this para¬ 
dox: Getting your mind to 
focus less on your cock and 
more on her pleasure is bound 
to improve your erection. 


A watched pot never boils, 
and a watched penis never 
hardens. Make it all about 
her—kiss and caress her, give 
her massages, and give her 
great head; before you know 
it, you will be stiff and screw¬ 
ing. The less pressure you put 
on your penis, the more likely 
it is to perform for you. 


E BY THE NUMBERS? 


Every girl I go out with 
seems to wait at least 
three dates before let¬ 
ting me into her pants. 

Is there an unspoken 
rule that women secretly 
agreed upon about dat¬ 
ing guys? Is there a way 
to get her to violate this 
rule? And what should! do 
to appear less desperate 
to get her to put out—shag 
that homely but ready- 
and-willing broad at the 
neighborhood bar? 


Yes, most women abide by a 
hookup time line inculcated 
in us by a society that deems 
us “loose,” not to mention 
desperate, if we jump your ^ 
hones on the first date. ButC^,. 
many of you guys actually 
write these “rules” by divid¬ 
ing women into two groups— 
either Madonnas or whores, 
as some shrinks put it. (Of 
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course, most women want 
you to think of them as Ma¬ 
donnas.) Moreover, men are 
natural-born hunters—and 
we are the prey—so it would 
be rather unbecoming for the 
fish to swallow the hook with¬ 
out the bait. 

You are supposed to sup¬ 
ply bait in the form of a few 
dates with sweet words and 
desserts, and this pursuit is 
termed “courtship.” 


really hot or really loaded, or 
if she has just broken up with 
her ex and is looking for re¬ 
venge or rebound loving or a 
one-night stand, you can get 
in without the wait. The rest 
of the time, you can expedite 
things a bit by learning the 
art of skillful seduction— 
although learning to delay 
gratification may be easier 
than becoming a world- class 
Casanova. 


Don’t fret about it; such is the 
law of nature. Most vertebrate 
males of every species have to 
put in some work before they 
get laid. 

The exact number of dates 
before we succumb to your 
seduction varies depending 
on geographical region and 
other factors, although most 
women try to avoid having 
sex on the first two dates— 
longer if the man is relation¬ 
ship material. 

There are exceptions, of 
course. If she is really horny 
or really liberated, if you are 


Taking her to Tiffany’s is 
likely to move up her time 
line—in the animal world it 
is termed a “copulatory gift,” 
and the size of the gift deter¬ 
mines whether the male pray¬ 
ing mantis gets laid or gets 
his head ripped off. 

With respect to letting out 
some steam to appear less 
horny, you can certainly shag 


that neighborhood slut; but V 
remember, you can spoil y^^C/ 
appetite by eating junl ^fp ^g 
before the feast. WhwlL^^ou 
should go that rm^e^epends 


on how hungry you are—and 
how homely she is. 
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